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"om Author of the following Subject defires to in- 

form her Readers, that ſhe could not reſiſt the Im- 
pulſe ſhe felt in peruſing the Electrical Eel, to addreſs 
its Author, although conſcious of the Difficulty the 
muſt unavoidably labour under, from the Nature of 
the Subject. Yet, on the whole, ſhe thinks his Genius 
great, conjectures him to be a Clergyman, and well 
qualified to treat of a pure, refined Subject. Her ar- 
dent Wiſh to ſee a Production of that Nature, induced 
her to addreſs him; as her fincere Wiſh is to ſee Vir- 
tue diſplayed in her proper Colour, and Vice difrobed 
of the external Ornaments it hath ſo Jong aſſumed, and 
repreſented the truly miſerable, wretched Thing it is, 
hopes her Motive will plead as an Apology for this 
ſeeming Breach of Decorum in her Sex ; and begs to 
remind the Reader, that the celebrated Mrs. Mac Au- 
LAY remarks, on another Occaſion, that Authors are of 
no Sex: in this Light ſhe deſires to be conſidered. 
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IN AMOR AT 0. 


EIGN, reverend Sir, to hear a muſe 
Infpired by thy lays : 

Peruſing thee, who can refuſe 
To yield thy Genius praiſe ? 


So highly touch'd, thy fancy ſoars 
Above the common flight, 

While Paradiſe thy eye explores, 
With ever new delight. 


Thy theme, tho' modefty forbids, 
Compels our warm applauſe ; 

The ſqueamiſh prude this paſſion ſeeds, 
And loves the broken laws ; 
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As did the faireſt of all fair: 
And who can blame her taffe ? 
The Silver Eel, no doubt, was rare, 
When Paradiſe he gracd. 


How much ſuperior is thy thought 

To Mirrton's the fublime, 
Who makes the Serpent with her naught, 
Heeding nor place nor time. 


Leaving the lady no excuſe, 
No plea or flight pretence ; 
to urge ils rank abuſe 
Of her deluded ferife. 


She ſaw, ſhe lov'd, and at firſt ſight, 
Unaw'd by ſemale fear, 

Reſolv'd to know if fhe was right, 
And made the fiend draw near. 


Who bolder grown by her fond ſmiles, 
No more at diſtance ftood ; 

ickly advanc'd, with ſubtile wiles, 
And liſt ning Eve ſubdu d. 
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All nature felt the dreadful breach 
Of truſting faith betray'd, 
When they the fatal apples reach, 
And gorg d. che half afraid. 


- "Twas dane without her leave. 


For if the ancient Eel of yore 
Poſſeſs d electrĩe II. — 

His ſhock he might convey moſt ſure, 

Once previous to her will. 


When ſhe fo oft” defenceleſs came 
To gaze into the ſtream, 

Her beauty well might feed his flame, 
And love become his theme. 


He flily might convey a ſpark, 
While ſhe, enrapturd in the dark, 
Suſpected not offence. 
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A ſecond too ſne might receive, 
So of the firſt poſſeſs d, 


Ere ftrength ſhe found the place to . 


She thus her ſoul expreſs d. 


What God hath charm'd my ſenſe — 7 


What ſecret aid divine? K. 

No form I ſaw, yet felt a touch 

Which language can't define: 

So new, ſo exquiſitely ſweet, 

** Some pow r ſupreme is here : 

I never thought ſuch joy to meet, 
Tho Paradiſe I ſhare.” 
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To feel the Kquid fire within, 
When not a ſpark is nigh, 

She lik d the ſhock, nor thought it ſin, 
But long d its force to try. 


The novel touch through all her charms 
A vivid tinge diffus d, 
Electric power age rewarms, 

And fure it youth amus d. 


Her 
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Her curious eye ſhe caſt around, 
To find the charmer out, 

Surpriz d to ſee, low on the ground, 
The wonder glide about; 


All glofly, glittering in the ſun, 
Lay ſportive on the graſs, 

Then more voluptuous ſeem d to ſhun 
The briſk, the gay repaſt ; 


Loll'd all ſupine on ſweeteſt flowers, 
Each beauteous twine aſſum d, 

To ſhew her all his ſkill and power 
To pleaſe, he thus preſum d. 


His motion various ſo diſplay d 
Excites her wonder ſtill : 
She fain would catch him ; yet afraid, 
Reftrains her ardent will. 


His colours brighten d by the rays 
That glow'd on s ſkin fo ſleek, 

The dazzling miracle of praiſe 
She thought him in his freak. 
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1 Himſelf eſſay d no more preſum' d, 
Ruſh'd ſudden to the ftream ; 

Her eyes ftill follow all illum' d, 
To ſee his beauty's beam. 


She in the filver current gaz'd, 
Eager to tell her, what amaz'd 
And ftill her paſhons warm. 


No ſooner had ſhe turn'd her eyes 
Into the lucid ftream, 
But her dear ſhadow to her flies 


With more expreffive mien. 
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She thus addreſs d the image fair, 
Calling her Siſter- love: 

Bid her prepare a tale to hear, 
Which muſt her mind improve. 


Then quick rehears d all that had pafs'd 
The figure ſeem'd to ſhare | 
The joy ſhe felt, it prefs'd fo faſt, 
She gave the willing ear. 


The 
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The mutual, amorous, pleaſing glance, 
Half rouz'd the latent foe, 

'Then troops of loves. began to dance, 
And in her boſom glow. 


Ign'rant it was herſelf alone 
She ſo admir'd and lov'd, 
She ſtoops to kiſs where beauty ſhone, 
Which long her ſoul approv d: 


For native innocence prevail d, 
No art her boſom knew : | 
aſſail, 


What miſchief could her ſteps 
Who was to honour true? 


Divinely good, herſelf tho' fair, 

She ne er ſuſpected craft; 

Evil with her could claim no ſhare, 
She dreaded not its ſhaft. | 


Intruſting all alike : 
But frequent find the ſubtile wile, 
When late they feel it ſtrike. 
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Strangers to fraud ſuſpe& no guile, 
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But flatt'ry's all- ſubduing ſkill 

What power can long withſtand? 

That dreſs can wind us to its will, 
Defying all command. 


The Eel, no doubt, had long admir d 
Her perfect ſhape ſo grac d; 
Her boſom too had ſure inſpir d 
So near her perſon plac d. 


The power of ſpeech 
As did the ſerpent kind: 
Oft prais d her charms, as oft expreſs'd 


His paſſion fo reſin d. 


Familiar thus, by accident, 

Her bluſhes well you ſave; 
He gazd at firft, perhaps aſkant, 
'Then, like her humble flave, 
Obedience made, fell at her feet 

All proftrate, lay till ſhe 
Bade him ariſe, prepare to meet 

Her tender charity. 


perchance pofleſs'd, 
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To yield her ſport, he glid perchance 
Into the ready pool; 
There freak d and leap'd, all to inhance 


Himſelf, thus play'd the fool. 


To draw her fond attention on, 
Creeps to the verge, then darts away ; 

Her eager touch he ſeems to ſhun, 
Tempting her more to court his ftay. 


Thoſe feats, no doubt, and thouſands more, 

'The ſlippery lover try'd ; 

The well-pleas d fair reſtraint gave o er, 
And bade him to her glide. 


No ſooner call d, than ftrait he leap d 
Into her ſnowy arms; 
Around her waiſt then eager ſlipp d, 
Encircling all her charms. | 


Cloſe to her neck, in curling folds; 
'The loving creature clings ; 
Then to her lip, his mouth he holds ; 
Next, to her boſom ſprings : 
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Her very fingers own his touch; 

Nay, every nerve partakes : 

Such ſkill electrie charms ſo much, 
The heated ſenſe ſoon aches. - 


Yet in the drooping, languid ſtate, 
A lafting good is found, 9 1 
When baſe intents ne er inward grate, 


Then conſcience cannot wound. 


They ſportful toy, in play like this, 
Nor dreamt of alls to come; 

Th' indulgent huſband never miſs d 
The hour ſhe ſpent from home. 


Thus hath your novelty of thought 
My fancy Gl fill d with feenes 

So new, ſo rich} with with high * 
To ſee your better themes. 
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Too charming bard, why did you-chuſe 
This Eel of heat and fire, 

When genial warmth, thro' all your muſe, 
Which art oan ne er acquire, 


Diffu- 
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Diffuſeth love without ſuch aid, 

As all your lines beſt prove, 

Where true Promethean tafte's diſplay d, 
Which envy muſt approve. 


Not Epen's garden, where you fix, 
Once ſeat of pure delight, ER 
Ee rais'd a flower fit to mix 

With poſies of your flight. 


High fraught with nectar, from the fount 
You haſte into the grove; 

And prove you ve climb d Parnaſſus mount 
In ſweeteft trains---of love. 


Th' Iönian bards would praiſe your tafte, 
And conquer d, yield the palm ; 

The golden branch ENAASs ſought 
You'd reach with caſe and calm. 


Favour'd of Heaven, thy genivs prize, 
Nor trifle - with thy Wit; 

But chuſe a ſubject, that may raiſe 
Thy ſoul, and more befit 
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The man of parts, ſuperior bleſs d 
With every charm to pleafe, 

In quinteſſence of wit, expreſs d 

With ſuch poe 


tic eaſe; 
Divinity thy proper field, 
Bright theme moſt worthy thee ; 
The Sacred Page alone can yield 
Eternal rha TY 7. 


Here ever-blooming virtue ſhines, 
Array d in truth divine: 

Here real joy, with peace combines, 
To greet th'cxalted mind. 


High treat ! ſuperior far to aught 
That momentary ſenſe 


Can taſte or feel; though pleaſure ſought | 


Her toil | to recompenſe. 


Aſſiduous care would prove in vain, 
Exhauſted nature droops, 

Alike with pleaſure as with pain, 
When once to vice it ſtoops. 


Her 
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Her ſpring cannot by art ſupply 
'The courſe of your delight ; 

To pamper ceaſe, in vain you try 
To force one appetite! 


For if you riſe by dint of art 
'To more than natural ftrength, 
A chilling tremor at the heart 


You're ſure to feel at length; 


With ſomething worſe, diſeaſes, pains, 
A laſting train of ills, 

The Lane 4 to pleaſure gains, 

Which all his joy ſoon kills; 


And CHaLKSTONE like, in bloom of years, 
He ſcarce can hobble on: 

His ſoul alarm'd, and full of fears, 
Is with his body one ; 


All, fave his memory, decay d; 
That ſtill, alas ! remains, 

With keen reflection ſo diſmay d. 

He ſcarce a wiſh obtains : 
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No comfort, ſees no gleam of hope, 
To ſooth his fretful breaſt ; 

His follies cope, 
Yielding no feat of reſt: 


For if an interval of eaſe 
His ſhatter'd frame affords, 
Reflection's ſting is ſure to teaſe 
Where long paſt folly hoards. 


Still to augment this ſcene of woe, 
Not one conſoling friend 
Hath he to boaft, but many a foe 


Their curſes on him ſend. 


A troop of virgins, once moſt chaſte, 

Till ruin'd by his luft, 
With every charm and beauty grac'd, 

Now finking to the duſt, 

Upbraid his falſhood ; that betray'd 
Their unſuſpecting hearts 

To break that law they once obey'd, 
Which every good imparts. 
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His ftate moſt wretched ! What can worſe 

Afflict the mind of man? 

When he hath run his ſenſual courſe, 
And finds, in reaſon's plan 

How much he err'd, his ſoul ſhrinks back, 

While conſcience holds the glaſs, 

Deſpair enfues, his ſenſes crack. 
Thus ſuicide, alas ! 

I fear, commenc'd, fatal redreſs |! 
As recent caſes ſhew 

Pride turns to madneſs, when exceſs 
Aſcendance gains, worſe foe 

To peace, to honour, love, and fame, 

Than aught beneath the fun, 

When tyrant Faſhion feeds the flame, 
The flowery courſe is run. 


The monarch'd monſter ſoon devours 
Sweet quiet, and repoſe ; 

The higheft bliſs his preſence ſours, 
And all delights ſoon cloſe. 
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Sequeſter d groves in vain are ſought, 

The family retreat, 

The tranquil ſcenes with cares are fravght, 
And bring an irkſome no 


Plots, ſchemes, and purpoſes, in troops, 
Here crowd into his brain, 

His ſoul to every meanneſs ftoops, 
Falſe grandeur to_maintain. 


Ap a while he keeps 
With ftruggles to ſupport ; 
In public ſmiles, in ſecret weeps, 
Fears to become the ſport 
Of Faſhion's circle : even he, 
Who late ſo brilliant ſhone, 
The quinteſſence of taſte, ſo free 
His manner, all had won. 


Generoſity, politeneſs, 
Accompliſhments in him, 

All triumphed with ſucceſs, 
And all fo natural ſeem. 


Vanity 
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Vanity prompts him to believe 
His taſte alone hath ſway d 
The world, that all receive 

From him their tan, and that obey d. 


And ſhall he dwindle into nought, 
Be deem'd a reptile thing, 

Who led the band in Faſhion's court? 
No, that's a deadly ſting. 


Thence he reſolves to end 
His days, rather than bear the ſcourge, 
Inſulting pity ſend 
His pride alarm d, his feelings urge, 
And reaſon blindly yields, 
While the dread piſtol's quick report, 
His preſent torment ſhields | 
Murder his laſt effort. 


I 


But let us turn to better ſcenes---- 
Platonic ſyſtems trace, 
Where virtue's rapture intervenes, 

To ſenſual joy claims place. 
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Not that I mean, pray take me right, 
To change fair Nature's laws, 

Only to range them in that light, 
To ſerve the noble cauſe 

Deſign d by providential care, 
Whoſe bounty all muſt own, 

That hath beftow'd ſo large a ſhare 
Of every good on man. 


For Nature's dictates all incline 
To charity and love, 

Which education muſt refine, 
And reaſon's laws approve. 


From bright-ey'd Pity often ſprings 
The nobleft cauſe of good ; 
Where love her firmeſt baſis brings, 


By * ſubduꝰ d. 


The ſoul all ſoſten d yields her wilt 

We think to Pity's voice ; 
At length we find it Love, the ſkill 
Of ſenſe and nature's voice. 
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The ſweeteft draught that wiſdom lent, 
The cordial balm of life, 
The /ummum bonum Heaven hath ſent, 
The bane to every ſtrife. 


With nice diſtinction but obſerv'd, 
With delicacy usd, 

With modeft prudence ever ſerv'd, 
Not heedlefily abus d. 


Here lives the fin, it will not bear 

Exceſs, or treatment rough ; 

But tender, conftant, fondeft care, 
Such as will ſtand the proof. 


Alike in fickneſs as in health, 
And ſmile tho' fortune frown ; 

Alike in poverty as wealth, 

True pleaſure then will crown 

grace ſuch pure delights as theſe, 


And 
Supported by that zeal, 
Where kind attention ftrives to pleaſe, 


No breach is here to heal. 
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Love and Religion hand in hand 
Unite the ſacred tie ; 

Virtue, ſweet Peace, adorn the band, 
With calm Philoſophy. 


Thus Platoniſm keeps each ſenſe 
Chaſte as the infant's ſchool, 

Suffers them not to know offence, 
But governs them by rule. 


What joy refin'd the ſoul quaffs here? 
Perpetual ſource of bliſs! _ 
A laſting good, devoid of fear, 


Deep forrow fure to mils. 


For if terreftrial ills enſue, 

They cannot reach the mind, 

Thus fortify'd, in every view, 
To every charge reſign d. 


No harſh reproach, to heighten ills, 
Which muſt this ſtate befall ; | 

But ſelf-ſupported in their wills, 

Their minds they ne er inthrall. 
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Defying even fate to vex, 
Serene through every ſcene, 

Cloſely adhering to this text, 
To keep from evil clean. 


Studiouſly ſhunning every cauſe 
'That may excite to wrong, 

And happy in reflection's pauſe, 

They join d not in the throng 

Where ſenſual, giddy pleaſure reigns ; 
They, ever patient, 

What wiſely Providence ordains, 

Contented with their fare ; 


And think tis right, they chearful take 
What he that made them gives ; 
Happy in thought, no griefs they make, 
True comfort with them lives; 


Their ſpirits ſoar above this ſcene, 


And reach to joys divine, 
Tho' ills terreſtrial intervene, 
Ev'n to the moſt ſublime. 
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But when pure ſentiments prevail, 
Effential bleſſings come, 
No evil can the mind affail, 


Who neer deſign'd to wrong. 


This well you know, and will agree, 


That Heaven's commands are juſt; 
Founded in true felicity, 
While the reverſe is curſt. 


Come then, in ſpirit, to my ſoul, 
Who longs to mix with thine ; 

Come, and her paſſions all controul, 
For with thee come the nine. 


Thy genius hath my fancy caught, 
Well pleas d to think with thee, 
Ideal flights her wing hath ſought, 
Perfection once to ſee. 


Convinc'd no ſimple vulgar aid, 
Guides the poetic pen. 

Where heavenly harmony s diſplay' d, 
Beyond the ſkill of men. 
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Melodious, more than if the bird 
Oi Paradiſe had ſung, 

If wiſe ULyssEs had but heard 
Thy ſong, he then had ſprung . 

And burſt the cords that ty d him faſt, 
Around the mighty oak ; 

His prudence would have fail'd at laſt, 
Hadſt thou thy muſe invok d. 


Come, let Platonic friendſhip meet, 
Our fancies high regale, 

With eſſence pure, divinely fweet, 
And mutual bliſs inhale : 


Together quaff celeftial dews, 
With fragrant” odours fraught. 
Some heavenly, noble ſubject chuſe, 
Which long my muſe hath ſought. 


If from thy all-inſpiring lays, 
My breaſt ſhould catch one ſpark, 
I'd conſecrate to heaven's praiſe, 


And, like the tuneful lark, 


High 
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Up ſoaring, chant poetic fame, 
While intellectual bliſs, 

Which ftudy'd language fails to name, 
Our ſpitits could not miſs. 


Ah, come! Ah, haſte ! Thy fancy ſend 
While mine attends thy tall, 

Impatient waits her flight to bend, 

Where VII ru governs all. 


FINIS. 
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